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GENISE PAIGE DEAL (Class of 2016) is an English major who 
grew up on the lower east side of New York City, more 
colloquially known as Spanish Harlem. Despite the rough 
neighborhood, Genise draws inspiration from the commu- 
nity, fondly remembering the ten-minute scooter ride to 
Central Park. At first, Genise explains that she doesn’t nec- 
essarily do anything for fun, but rather, to gain attention or 
approval, but then concedes she likes watching documen- 
taries about turtles, dead rock stars, activism, tyranny, and 
other countries’ customs. In her most ideal future, Genise 
wants to support her creative endeavors like writing and 
art as well as travelling, and eventually start a non-profit 
organization to help other artists facilitate their passions. 


Press Play On Porn, page 24 


SAMUEL SHOPP (Class of 2018) is an aspiring physics or com- 
puter science major. Similar to his historic hometown of 
Haddon Heights, New Jersey, which featured a century-old 
train station, tree-lined streets, and a main street full of 
comic book stores, cheese shop, and ice cream parlor, Sam 
hopes to one day work in a woody old bookstore in Or- 
egon, noting that he would prefer to work for nothing ex- 
cept room and board and spending free time with a genius 
wife, a three-legged dog, wine, and Miles Davis records. 


How To Smash A TV, page 32 


VICTOR WONG (Class of 2016) is majoring in economics and 
double minoring in business administration and psychology. 
Growing up in Malaysia, Victor was exposed to incredible 
food, culture and weather. Since moving to the US, Victor 
enjoys going to the gym, networking, movies, and concerts 
(his first which was Kodaline at Webster Hall). One day, 
Victor hopes to head a company that builds a more futuris- 
tic world. Until then, Victor is always trying new things and 
filling his life with experiences. 


m the 1964 court case about obscenity and lewd mate- 
I^ Supreme Court Justice Potter Stewart said, “I shall 
not...attempt further to define the kinds of material I 
understand to be embraced within that shorthand descrip- 
tion [“hard-core pornography"], and perhaps I could never 
succeed in intelligibly doing so. But I know it when I see it.” 

And we here at The Rutgers Review know it when we 
see it too. 

Throughout this issue we explore the idea of pornog- 
raphy and how we relate to it as consumers, as cinephiles, 
and as generally randy 20-somethings. We visited the New 
York City Porn Film Festival, and learned some new moves 
and some new camera angles. We embraced kink and sto- 
rytelling, and we dove into the underworld of pornography. 
But we also sang its praises: because, honestly, who doesn’t 
like Dyketactics? 

But this issue is about more than porn. We also need 
something to show our parents. We talk about looking for 
snacks sans GPS, thriving in a mosh pit, and how to smash 
a television. There’s also a shout out to Disney Princesses 
(pro or con?), and some rad interviews. I promise you there 
will be something in this issue that will pique your fancy. 

So enjoy this issue of The Rutgers Review. It’s the best 
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I envision crystal flowing streams, fragrant trees in bloom, 
and baby islands you can walk to and nap upon. I imag- 
ine everyone in Great Gatsby attire lounging by the pool 
discussing literature and music in poetic tongues. We help 
ourselves to endless mojitos, lavender lemonade, and arti- 
sanal French pastries as Lady Gaga performs at the piano 
radiating her jazzy heaven vibes and vocals. Nearby, others 
lie peacefully in the sand as a reggae serenade sweeps them 
away. All the while, I'm relaxing in a hut on a hill overlook- 
ing everything where I’m being tickled and massaged by 
Adam Ayash and fed kiwis by Hamed Sinno. Maybe heav- 
en will look like this or perhaps paradise 
is too beautiful to comprehend, but in 
summer 2012, *Paradise" was a gay bar 
that I worked at in the Empress Hotel of 
Asbury Park. 

Everyone wore sunglasses so you 
couldn't tell who was checking who out. 
The regulars were mostly older though 
there were a few attractive men who ap- 
peared to be around my age. I was the 
unglamorous cabana boy that bussed 
around the pool amassing hourly pounds 
of plastic cups, bottles, and cans before 
subjecting them to their wasted fates in 
the trashcan. My favorite thing about 
working there was when people said or 
I overheard them saying nice things about me like “He’s 
cute,” “He would be a good boyfriend,” or “You are just so 
cute! I bet all the gay guys hit on you.” I wished folks were 
always this delightful and that someone respectful actually 
asked me out. Although no one did, the greatest misfor- 
tune was the headwaiter: the meanest, most condescending 
twink I ever met. 

Instead of saying “Hello,” he’d snicker “Nice of you to 
show up.” He belittled me daily and walked like he was the 
most significant part of everyone’s lives. Kindness never 
flickered in his eyes towards me or anyone about anything. 
Then there were the creeps. During my first week, an older 
Dominican man seated by the pool smiled at me while his 
partner playfully grabbed me by the ass and sat me be- 
tween them. “What do you like?” he asked. “What do you 
mean?” I replied. I thought he was trying to be friendly. “I 
like to bottom,” he said. I laughed politely as he proceeded 


WORKING AT PARADISE 
FORCED ME TO GROW 
COMFORTABLE WITH 

BEING GAY. | FELT LOST 
AT FIRST, AND AS THE 

YOUNGEST ONE THERE, IT 

SEEMED LIKE EVERYONE 
ELSE WAS MATURE IN 
THEIR SEXUALITIES. 
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to ask for my phone number; his partner wasn’t paying at- 
tention. “I just call you to go gym, or movies, or hang out.” 
He had to be over 60. He was never getting it, so I gently 
declined and said goodbye. 

Working at Paradise forced me to grow comfortable with 
being gay. I felt lost at first, and as the youngest one there, 
it seemed like everyone else was mature in their sexualities. 
I initially assumed that all my coworkers and customers 
were going to be gay, so it dumbfounded me when I discov- 
ered that one of my bartender friends was straight. I was 
pleasantly stunned to learn that non-LGBT people were 
comfortable working at a gay bar. He 
told me, “Straight people party here too. 
I bring my girlfriend here. It’s fun for us 
because there’s no competition.” It took 
me awhile to understand this, but it made 
sense. Because I viewed the Empress as 
a gay hotel, it shocked me even more 
to see children as guests and playing in 
the pool. I couldn’t fathom there being 
parents who would let their children play 
in an area surrounded by gay men. Mine 
would have never brought my sister and 
me to a place like Paradise when we were 
younger; they wouldn't have wanted us in 
the presence of gay people. I was raised 
to believe that being gay was abnormal, 
that it was something no one should be, resulting in my 
skewed perspective concerning my own sexuality. However, 
those men weren't out there to molest or influence anyone 
to be gay. They were busy enjoying their lives, chatting, and 
drinking under the sun. If I'm ever at a place like Paradise 
when I’m 50, I won't be plotting a master plan of corrup- 
tion; no one has that intention. Га simply want to live. 

Being at Paradise made me thankful for the people who 
are brave enough to be who they are and for those who love 
and accept us no matter what, for they possess righteous 
hearts worthy of true paradise. @ 
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| JUST GOT VIRTUALLY DIVORCED ON FACEBOOK, and now I am 
virtually sad. I might sound desperate, but I put my person- 
al information into the Facebook algorithm to see where 
I stand in the cruel food chain of the social media world 
and my result was breathtakingly shocking: N/A. This is 
not just an error; I'm so awesome that I glitched the entire 
system. 

I don’t really use Facebook because I feel that it defeats 
the purpose of staying in touch with people. In my opinion, 
Facebook and I are two different species. I generally prefer 
actually hanging out rather than communicating via the 
internet because, according to extremely reliable Facebook 
sources, people who use social media have historically gone 
crazy. Those people make themselves look pretentious by 
trying to portray themselves as people they really aren’t— 
just like my lovely ex whom I virtually divorced on Face- 
book. She always makes people think she’s nice. Perhaps 
Rutgers should start a campaign called “RU really who you 
portray?” that focuses on increasing the awareness of Face- 
book usage. Looking back though, I think Facebook really 
depends on people’s personalities. For an interesting indi- 
vidual like me, perhaps Facebook is not really my thing; 
Im already not a particularly popular person thanks to 
my showy faux hawk stealing much of the attention from 
me. I’m a busy guy and my social life pretty much revolves 
around doing super fun stuff such as breathing and blink- 
ing. Maybe I should introduce Facebook to my gaudy faux 
hawk since it better suits his style. 

Facebook is strange. I think it’s overrated, and the num- 
ber of “likes” don’t really mean anything. It feels like we 
are all living in an artificial civilization that is selective- 
ly blinding us and teaching us to act in a certain way. 
I confess, however, the biggest reason I don’t go 
on Facebook is because I'm a complete fatass 
who spends the majority of his lazy day 
nomming so much that his hands are 
so busy holding Hershey's chocolate 
bars that they simply don't have 
the time for typing statuses or 
clicking “like” buttons. 

“But what about on a conscious 
level?” Well, I’m so glad you asked that 
question, handsome stranger. Consciously, 
I don’t use Facebook because I know people 
will silently judge me by the number of “likes” 
I receive, which discourages me from bothering to 
use it anymore. I rarely post statuses because I’m afraid 
I might not get enough “likes”, which is a cyber-indica- 
tion drawing the line between popular kids and the rest 
of us hapless losers. Facebook is all about popularity, and 
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I can safely profess that I now have no chance of being a 
cool kid ever again. 

Oftentimes people look for attention by trying to start 
mini wars on social media or in the comment section below 
each status. This exposes a gray area in using social me- 
dia and magnifies the concurring issue of ever-prevalent 
cyber bullying. I, for one, have to applaud Facebook for 
its magical ability to bring out the worst in people. I often 
find people fighting over somewhat important Rutgers is- 
sues while I pretend not to be bored— Just like a regular 
lecture at Rutgers. According to studies made by Bradley 
University researchers, Facebook has slowly evolved into 
a popularity competition and heavy use of it can lead to 

“envy”, “depression”, and “sadness.” It’s the inconvenient 
truth: we are all presently dwelling in an unhealthy society, 
and Facebook, which originated with the good intention of 
allowing you to connect with friends and the world around 
you, has slowly delved into an “I love me” wall that de- 
feats its initial purpose. Essentially, the blue and white has 
become a paradigm of incorrect illustrations of a perfect 
world in a rather imperfect world. Furthermore, the negative 
impact of Facebook not only distorts millennials’ percep- 
tion of societal value but also acts as an indicator of envy 
and depression. 

At the end of the day, Facebook is a good way of present- 
ing yourself as long as you don’t abuse it. If you observe 

carefully, you'll realize people tend to shun away 
from the negatives just like how depressing sta- 


tuses almost always receive little to no “likes.” 
Well I think that’s it for my day. Time 
to log off of Facebook and go back to 
my room for another Friends mara- 
thon with myself. Or maybe ГЇЇ 
go back to Facebook and get 
virtually married again 
and be virtually gay 
and happy, which is 
also not a bad op- 
tion— at least 

not virtually 


bad. @ 


CULTURE 


co 
[— 
co 
[= = 
— 
— 


BY KAREN RUIZ 


INTROVERTS 


TOO DEEP IN MY COMFORT ZONE, I couldn't 
wait to get the college experience that I 
had heard so much about: the one where 
you leave home behind and discover an 
uncharted community that you com- 
pletely immerse yourself in and come out 
a new person with new interests. Gone 
were the days in high school where your 
quantity of friends defined the person 
that you were. Instead, here, I was given 
a blank slate in which I could create a 
whole new life surrounded by friends with 
similar interests, and there was no culture 
of reputation. One semester later, I found 
myself with very few new friendships 
and reconnecting with old high school ac- 
quaintances. It wasn't exactly what I had 
imagined, but sometimes that's the life of 
an introvert. Here's a small guide to un- 
derstand introverts in your life. 
Reserved. You can be a friend I met at 
the bus stop yesterday, my best friend 
forever, or hell, you can be my 
grandmother, but I will still 
feel the need to have 
WS to my time apart 
е Wing from 


you. Alone time for an introvert is a holy 
time. I appreciate all my friends, but I still 
cherish being independent. Being home 
alone doesn’t feel nearly as lonely as being 
in a huge crowd of people. This doesn’t 
necessarily mean I'm a hermit, however. 
Introverts are naturally highly selective 
of who they choose to show themselves 
to (which may translate to the public as 
being rude and standoffish), but I promise 
we have good intentions. 

Awkward. “Hi, how are you?” “Рт well 
thanks, how are you?” “Great.” Followed 
by a long awkward silence. This is a clas- 
sic example of small talk gone wrong, Is 
small talk meant to be so uncomfortable? 
I hate spontaneous street conversations 
that virtually have no substance. It seems 
insincere and takes a lot of energy out of 
me. I often wish it was much simpler to 
strike up a conversation that wasn’t so su- 
perficial. 

Flexible. Until these distinctions had 
been brought to my attention by friends 
and family, I never acknowledged them 
as a downfall. Introverts don't need to be 
fixed. Ironically enough, though I don't 
exactly thrive in huge crowds, I love be- 

ing a leader. Small talk is exhausting, 

but public speaking is exhilarat- 
ing. Don't underestimate 
an introvert's ability to take 

charge. 
Diamond in the rough. I would 
never describe myself as a shy 
person. I think before I speak, 
and I’m a great observer. Despite 
these common misconceptions 
about introverts, we can be the best 
friends you will ever have. We’re 
compassionate because we're mas- 
ters of self-reflection. We come off as 
recluses, but over time we become your 
confidant. Ouality over quanüty is our 
gospel. Despite our awkward tendencies, 
we have good intentions. So cheers to you 


introverts, wear that label with confidence. © 


MODERN DAY 
HUNTER-GATHERER 


Everyone is hung 
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“BURGERS 

* PRIES 

HOT DOGS 
MILKSHAKES 
CHICKEN WINGS 


A chowhound is a modern day hunter-gatherer. It’s the 
intentional denial of a smart phone in an effort to find res- 
taurants with one’s own mental compass. It’s liberating to 
walk around neighborhoods in search of foodstuffs. 

A foodie loves to eat, but the foodie is limited by trends 
discovered by other people. It’s the next step of self-reli- 
ance sandwiched in between cooking at home and raiding 
your roommate’s fridge. 

When I first entered Rutgers I desired tasty delights, but 
online recommendations kept repeating the same old stuff 
(E.g., the Hansel n’ Griddle Cult). Consequently, I decided to 
get up and find a place to eat using nothing but curiosity 
and walking on my own two feet. Restaurant apps are cop- 
outs. In a sense, I felt that the breadth of options became 
limited to what was Google’d. 

Ever try a cronut? How about a noodle-burger? There’s 
nothing wrong with these so-called innovative creations, 
but where’s the adventure in following the crowd? 

If you re hungry in New Brunswick, Highland Park, or 
the other Brunswicks, lace up your shoes and start looking. 


the need to feed with in 


version of “foodie” 


is called being a “chowhound.” 


March down the avenue and seek elegant restaurants oper- 
ated by a staff that is generally happy to serve you (unlike 
Hansel & Griddle). Y walked out of New Brunswick once and 
found Pithari Taverna in Highland Park. I fell in love with 
their Moussaka (and their pretty waitresses). I also drove to 
Piscataway with a lovely lady and found a portal to China 
called Noodle Go-Go. Their egg noodles were lustfully uma- 
mi-munchable. ‘These two restaurants are no secret, but to 
find them independently made it exhilarating. 

The joy of dining is more than just eating — it’s the fun 
of exploring. One never knows what they can encounter 
(A future spouse?). But I promise you one thing: you'll de- 
velop an inner sense for restaurant quality using ambiance 
and quality of service as indicators. The chowhound un- 
derstands the art of dining. For the Rutgers student, you 
can start at Easton Avenue, then George Street, and into 
the maze of hearty Hispanic fare at Suydam Street. Now 
go out there and sniff away like a determined bloodhound. 
Call me when you find a decent eggplant parm. © 
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NO THANKS. 
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THE WIZARDING WORLD OF HARRY POTTER IS A WON- 
DERFUL PLACE THAT | HOLD DEAR TO MY HEART, and 
no amount of growing up would change that. 
We all have fond memories of Harry Potter. 
When I was 8, every day I would wake up with 
the high hopes of finding a scar on my fore- 
head and dead parents (not really but you get 
the idea). The point is, a bird of prey with a 
five and a half foot wingspan never flew into 
my house with my acceptance letter to Hog- 
warts. The closest thing I ever did get to that, 

my acceptance letter from to 
Rutgers (minus the bird). It was only during 
this past winter break that I re-watched Harry 
Potter and the Sorcerer’s Stone and realized how 
much it would have sucked to go to Hogwarts. 

The first and most obvious reason 15 age. 
Wizarding school starts at the age of eleven. 
When I was eleven, I hadn’t yet learned how to 
ride a bike. These kids are getting way more 
responsibility than they are ready for, but at 
the same time that’s kind of cool. Most of us 
had to wait until we were eighteen to leave the 
nest. So really, it’s the upperclassmen who are 
the ones getting screwed over at Hogwarts. 
Can you imagine if we had classmates that 
were seven years younger? Sure, we wouldn’t 
take the same classes but we would all be liv- 
ing in the same dormitory where we would be 
showering and pooping alongside sixth grad- 
ers. At eighteen, Hogwarts doesn’t even let 
you out of bed “after hours.” 

“Ain’t no safer place than Gringots! Well, ex- 
cept for Hogwarts of course,” Rubeus Hagrid, 
2001. The students of Hogwarts face more 
life threatening situations in one year than a 
muggle does their whole life. Cerberus, Em- 
peror Palpetine, and Shrek are just a few of the 
dangers that lurk around every corner Stu- 
dents are are required take a course to prevent 
their likely, untimely death. In no part of my 
high school or college curriculum was it ever 
mandatory to take seven classes on defending 
yourself from “dark arts” (although my ninth 
grade sex ed teacher’s course came pretty 
close). Disciplinary actions also need thorough 

Punishment for being out late and 


visiting Hagrid at night is to send Harry back 


аспа and into the Dark Forest...? 
Excuse me, professor, aren't these grounds 
forbidden? If Rutgers students are caught 
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drinking underage, RAs don't force them to 
do a keg stand. We all realise that's a horrible 
punishment. It’s especially weird when you 
realize that McGonagall was the only person 
who spoke up and said, “Hey, Dumbledore, 
maybe we shouldn’t leave the only person who 
is stronger than Voldemort in the care of an 
abusive aunt and uncle for eleven years. Just 
something to consider.” Some seriously dark 
shit must have happened to change her mind 
about suitable punishments. Where is the 
Hogwarts University Police Department when 
you need them? 

The four houses at Hogwarts are similar to 
the many different schools found at Rutgers, 
but there are some key differences. To begin, 
we aren’t stuck in our school for the remain- 
der of our education. We’re free to transfer 
to whichever school we choose, unlike Harry 
(“Gryffindor ‘til I D-I-E” is tattooed on his 
back FYI). But what if Harry had decided that 
he made a huge mistake when he was eleven 
(ahem) and decided during his third year he 
wanted to change to Slytherin? Nope, sorry 
kiddo, the sweaty hat said Gryffindor. In addi- 
tion, you're constantly at ends with your class- 
mates. Everything you do is monitored by fac- 
ulty, awarding and deducting artificial points 
to see who wins the grand prize of “nothing” 
at year end. This seems like the quickest way 
to divide your student body. Hufflepuff and 
Ravenclaw don't really seem to mind, though, 
when Slytherin 1s robbed of the house cup at 
the end of the year, as the houses throw their 
hats in the air in celebration of Gryffindor's 
win. 

So between the awkward age gap, the im- 
pending doom, and the internal divide the fac- 
ulty purposefully enacts on students, living in 
the wizarding world and sending your child to 
Hogwarts for seven years sounds like bad par- 
enüng, or a terrible idea at the least. Maybe 
Pm a little bitter that I never received my letter 
in the mail. Maybe living out childhood fan- 
tasies at the Harry Potter theme park was the 
death of a dream. Maybe getting a GIF tat- 
tooed on your body would be pretty sick, so 
maybe it isn’t all that bad. © 
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COLLEGE AVE 
PLAYERS 
STRIKES 
AGAIN! 


BY FARSHAD KHANSARI 


The College Avenue Players (САР, not CAPS; we 
do not provide psychological services, I don't know 
why some people have a hard time distinguishing 
between the two) is one of Rutgers’ three theater 
groups, along with Cabaret Theater and Livingston 
Theater Company. CAP is the one that specializes in 


comedic theater. 


Гуе been with CAP since my freshman year; now 
that lm a senior, I feel like the oldest fart there. Every 
fall semester, we host two main stage comedy plays 
and one sketch show, Comic Relief, which is the yearly 
fall sketch show where we use sketches from others 
sources; all profits earned are donated to charity. In 
the spring semester, we have two main stage plays 
and an original sketch show, Wacky Hijinks, where we, 
the students, actually write our own sketches. 

I first auditioned for CAP during my spring se- 
mester, freshman year. I didn't have any prior theater 
experience, and I was generally a shy person. At the 
same time, I was always drawn to comedy. I was in 
my high school's improv club for a year (we never 


performed), but the theatre kids reigned in the spot- 
light while I dwelled beneath their shadows, prepar- 
ing myself for medicinal studies (I went to a special 
magnet school). The CAP play was a musical, and I 
was a terrible singer (still am), but I auditioned for i 
regardless. I auditioned with the song “Pll Make а 
Man Out of You” from Disney’s Mulan. I was casted 
as a mime. I got the hint, CAP I also played smaller 


roles as part of the ensemble, but my big momen 
under the spotlight was playing an evil, silent, non- 


musical mime for a whole 15 minutes. 

Working on my first show was insane. Although 
I had a total of three lines, the experience was well 
worth it because I worked with a bunch of talented 
and funny people. I didn’t attend too many rehears- 
als because I was part of the ensemble, but when 
tech week came around (the week before opening 
night when we run through the entire show, multiple 
times, often leaving rehearsal at 2:00am), it suddenly 
all felt so real. Though somehow by opening night 
we all still felt unprepared. No matter how many 
times you rehearse, you never feel ready for some 
reason. During one performance, I misplaced a prop 
and the actor had to improvise the scene a little bit. 
Even if you are prepared, craziness still ensues. Dur- 
ing one show, someone was supposed to throw a me- 
teor (read: cardboard box) from off-stage, to land on 


the floor, but this one time, 
it hit the head of one of 
the cast members. 

I fell in love with the- 
ater and I wanted to see 
more on-stage disasters, 
so during the fall of my 
sophomore year I acted in 
the unoriginal sketch show, Comic Relief, where we 
take sketches from Saturday Night Live, Madtv, Port- 
landia, CollegeHumor, you name it. I hardly needed 
any direction because I was just so naturally funny 
(*flips hair*). At least, that's how I choose to remem- 
ber it. The rest of that year I just hung out with CAP 
by working part of the tech crew for the rest of the 
year's productions, since it was less time-consuming 
than acting. We are still never prepared to do lights. 
There was never one production where tech did ev- 
erything perfectly for every performance. I guess we 
just don't get paid enough...or, rather, at all. 

Fast forward to fall 2014: I decided to co-direct and 
act in Comic Relief during my senior year. I directed 
five of the sketches. This time I controlled how other 
people delivered their lines, and 1f my actors didn't 
sound funny, I made them sound funny. I got to in- 
still my humor to one entire sixth of the sketch show. 
The best part is that over thirty people auditioned for 
the show, and we casted everyone! Yes, some were 
better than others, but it’s college theater. No one 
is getting paid. If someone is willing to get involved, 
they should be given the chance. This is what sets the 
CAP apart from the other theater groups: we try to 
get everyone as involved as possible. @ 
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| WAS STANDING SHOULDER TO SHOULDER IN A 
ROOM with a sea of people, eagerly watch- 


pod e 


о б 
PREF 
ALL PORN'D OUT 


ing the pornography projected onto the 
large white screen. In the other room, 
there were colorful, stuffed animals sta- 
pled and glued onto the walls and ceiling 
of the tiny corridor leading to the gender- 


BY OLYMPIA CHRISTOFINIS 


neutral bathrooms. It felt like a different 
universe: images of nipples, tongues, se- 
men, and penises penetrated the packed 
room where the screenings were held, 
while pinball machines and a colorful cor- 
ridor of stuffed animals ate up the interior 
of the warehouse. 

I never anticipated that my first time 
watching porn would be like this. I wasn’t 
in the privacy of my own bedroom, 
tightly snuggled up and actively selecting 
which kind of sex Га next like to witness. 
Instead I watched it in public, in a bad- 
acid-trip-esque looking warehouse. And it 
was experimental. 

What was a porn-tyro like me supposed 
to expect? All I could think about was 
Rule 34, *If it exists, then there's porn 
of it.” That’s a lot of fucking porn. My 
thoughts raced and Rule 34 replayed in 
mind over and over again... I was just as 
excited as I was nervous. 

The moment I walked into the screen- 
ing, I learned how to fake an ejaculation 


Z 


(a lot of tape, a pair of scissors, a pump, 
and lube). A lot of the experimental porn 
was humorous and placed under question 
the very concept of porn. The experi- 
mental aspect played with the medium of 
film, transforming traditional porn into 
a form of art. Barbara Hammer, for in- 
stance, used Super 8mm film to create her 
erotic cinema oeuvres. Another short film 
exhibited was clearly inspired by the work 
of Andy Warhol; another solely focused 
on a heterosexual couple's body parts 
and tongues (ГІ let your imagination take 
over here). 

Other films that were screened, well... 
definitely apply to Rule 34. “Weiner 
Freaks," a humorous short on a couple 
snorting cocaine and wildly dancing in a 
grungy, New Brunswick-esque basement, 
end up eating hotdogs off of each oth- 
ers’ genitalia. A few more shorts paraded 
BDSM, a genre I could forever avoid 
watching. Another short was terrifying, 
traumatizing, and light-years away from 
sexy (there wasn’t any sex!): it showed a 
woman getting her nipples pierced... 

...I think ГЇЇ keep to my own fantasies 
and imagination and lay off of the experi- 
mental for now. @ 


PORNOGRAPHY?R 


ARBARA HAMMER 
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BY SHAWN STEPHENSON 


BY STEVEN GRYSZEL 


NL M. 


THE QUESTION IS SIMPLE yet the answer not 
so much. It's easy to find examples of 
pornography but difficult to explain what 
it entails. Porn is the portrayal of sexual 
subject matter for the purpose of sexual 
arousal. The answer merely brings up 
more questions as to what defines sexual 
arousal and appropriate subject matter. 
What can be enticing or erotic for some- 
one can have little to no effect on some- 
one else. All these factors are dependent 
on the tastes of the audience; therefore it 
is foolish to define porn based on how it 
makes us feel. To examine this I refer to 
the following two pornographic films. 
Richard Kern's film Catholic, Pierce © 
Goodbye 42nd Street portrays an odd combi- 
nation of piercing, religious commentary 
and NYC gentrification. With Pierce we 
bear witness to a woman getting pleasure 
out of having her nipples pierced. If you 
can get over the subject matter and look 
through the Saw-like atmosphere then its 
evident that the Pierce is enjoying herself 
and the experience. In Catholic we have 
the topless star dressed up in a skanky nun 
outfit, parading around and altar. With 
Goodbye we just have stills of the old 42nd 
Street porn shops and movie theatres. 


IN BETWEEN THE TWO HOUR-LONG ROUNDS OF 
PORNOGRAPHY, we were privileged enough 
to hear Barbara Hammer, a pioneer in 
the field of sex-positive lesbian erotica, 
give a talk. Hammer, who was born in 
1939, is one of the leaders of second wave 
feminism’s lesbian movement and sought 
to communicate her experiences of hu- 
man touch through film. 

One of her films, Dyketactics, was shown 
in its entirety for the theater. The film is 
composed of several images and short 
clips of nude women engaging in explor- 
ative touch: sometimes sexual in nature 
and sometimes not. Hammer created all 
the footage from this film from organiz- 
ing a women's only retreat in CA in the 
1970's. In the last few sequences of the 
film, Hammer is shown engaging in sex- 


Of all three films maybe one, Catholic, I 
would consider a porno. However Rich- 
ard Kern successfully portrays the physi- 
cal release of human emotion. 

How to Fake an Ejaculation by Tobi Hill 
Myer plays out exactly as it sounds. ‘This 
autobiographical work portrays the strug- 
gle Tobi went through in her beginning 
years of pornography as a transgender 
star, chief issue being inconsistent ejacu- 
lation. This meta film explores how porn 
stars go about faking their ejaculation, 
whether through clever hand tricks or a 
tube tied to the side of their penis. While 
I enjoyed the humor and knowledge of 
this film, calling it pornography seemed 
foreign to me. 

How do we define porn? As it stands 
there is no true concise way to define such 
an abstract art because there are many dif- 
ferent meanings especially when consid- 
ering the message of the creator and the 
intended message for the audience. That 
being said what can be taken away from 
these two examples is that current defini- 
tions do not work. Porn can be utilized as 
more than an expression of pleasure, but 
also as a social critique and guide. @ 


ual foreplay with another woman who is 
presumably her lover. 

One of the themes that struck me about 
this film was that Hammer never made 
sex feel aggressive or impure. Unlike tra- 
ditional erotica films, she made a point to 
say she doesn’t classify her movies as por- 
nography; all the people engaged in acts 
seemed to be legitimately enjoying them- 
selves. Barbara Hammer was in the fore- 
front of her time, and I hope the example 
she sets inspires erotica creators today. @ 
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BY BORIS KLIMUSHKIN 


DUE ARE YOU 
SERIOUS?!" 


1.15 what most people would 


ter m. if they walked in on their 


roommate watchin some 


ood old pornography; as if 
| Kass s something wrong with 
watchin If vou re like me 


and believe that the idea of 


orn has been unnecessaril 


Or assailed, then you’re alread 


awesome in my book. For those 


of you who disagree (or those 


of you who want to further see 


SOL () | m beauty of porn), let's take a 
look at what porn truly stands 


for 1n our society. 


ce Trait n E 


leasure - Whether it's just boredom or insatiable sexual desire, 

there's always a good reason to watch porn. Porn tends to keep 
you interested in the content for an extended period of time, and 
because of this, it becomes a great way to relieve stress. Too much 
on your mind? Not while watching porn! 


О rdinary - This is something that porn is NOT! If you want 
ordinary, then watching grass grow may be the activity for 
you. But if you want something that you don’t see everyday, then 
like a good friend porn is there for you. With tons of unique cate- 
gories, even the most mundane minds will find something extraor- 
dinary! 


Raw - Let's face it, a lot of times when you talk to someone, 
you fail to connect with them. They’re not into the music 
you like, they don’t watch the shows that you do, and they might 
not even play the games that you do. Luckily, porn comes to the 
rescue again. FACT: The top porn sites get more visitors each 
month than Netflix, Amazon, and Twitter combined! Armed with 
this knowledge, you’re bound to find some common ground next 
time, as both you and the next person you talk to have probably 
watched some porn. 


ew Discoveries - How are you supposed to know that you find 

BDSM or having sex on a fire escape very hot if you’ve never 
seen it being done? How are you supposed to know how to fake 
an ejaculation or orgasm if you’ve never seen that either? Maybe 
we can all learn a thing or two from the masters... 


Now that we have witnessed the deeper meanings of porn, may- 
be some of the stigma associated with it will be lightened. So 
the next time you walk in on your roommate watching porn, give 
them a thumbs up, or, depending on how long they’ve been at it, 


a high-five! Ө 
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BY TYLER SPRINGSTEEN 


The following two individuals 


may or may not have or enjoy 
a porn fetish. 


KANYE WEST 


Mr.West’s fetish sprung from when he was a 
young lad growing up in Chicago. The story 
begins with his friends Carl and Lamar. The 
three were in 8th grade at the time. It was a 
Tuesday. 

The sun was shining brightly. The crisp Chi- 
cago air, cold, made the three shiver. Their fro- 
zen toes, blue like the sky, walked as winter’s 
snows covered the streets. Kanye, Carl, and 
Lamar had just left the bowling alley after play- 
ing a few frames. They all loved bowling and 
were quite good, to say the least. The three, 
all neighbors, headed home to their block 
weaving through the slippery streets. On their 
way, about 5 minutes into the 10 minute walk, 
Kanye stopped. On the ground was a pack of 
Twizzlers. He had never had Twizzlers before 
so he decided to open the candy and give it a 
try. He took a bite. He chewed, slowly. After 
20 seconds of chewing, he realized a sensation 
in his trousers which Carl and Lamar noticed 
immediately. The group was silent for a while. 
Kanye ate another piece, faster than the last 
and the sensation continued. Kanye realized 
at that moment he had a fetish for Twizzlers. 
They turned him on immensely. Mr.West's fa- 
vorite type of porn is Twizzler porn where the 
male Twizzler sticks his Twizzler end into the 
female Twizzlers hole. Kanye swears by it. 
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BARACK OBAMA 


President Obama’s tale is interesting. The sto- 
ry takes place at Columbia University where 
Bro-bama was pursuing his bachelor's degree. 
It was a friday night. 

At this point in the night Barack, or what 
his friends called him, Bo-swizzy, had just 
pounded back his 15th beer. He was at a tropi- 
cal themed party and was wearing a blue shirt. 
The lei around his neck was a bit itchy for Bo- 
swizzy's liking, but he kept it on to be a good 
sport. From Barack’s eyes, the room around 
him was spinning. He felt as if he was on a car- 
ousel, but he did not care. Bo-swizzy didn’t get 
the spins. So drunk Bo-swizzy wandered up 
the stairs of the crowded house, colored flow- 
ered shirts and hula skirts waving at him saying, 

“Hey Bo-swizzy.” Barack found his way into a 
bedroom where he noticed a loofah sitting on 
the bed. He picked up the purple loofah and 
realized he loved the texture. Bo-swizzy ran 
the loofah up and down his arm. The softly 
scraping bristles sent shivers through his body. 
He fell in love. He needed the loofah, and in 
a way, the loofah needed him. The rest of the 
night was a blur to Barack, but his fetish for 
loofahs has stayed with him since. Even now 
Bo-swizzy needs a loofah to really enjoy him- 
self while viewing porn. He also loves shower 
scenes where pornstars uses loofahs to please 


themselves. © 
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BY MICHELLE CHEN 


BY NOW, YOU SHOULD KNOW WHAT FIFTY SHADES OF 
GREY IS. If not, you've probably been living 
under a rock. I kind of wish I could join you 
under that rock. 

From its humble beginnings as Twilight fan- 
fiction, to the book's international success, to 
its recent movie release, Fifty Shades of Grey 
has been the subject of massive controversy. 
For one, there have been many arguments 
about the quality of the book. Literary crit- 
ics have condemned it as drivel, which I can't 
disagree with, yet it has nonetheless enjoyed 
extreme popularity and success. More impor- 
tantly has been the controversy over the book's 
portrayal of what it classifies as a BDSM rela- 
tionship. Many people were shocked, excited 
or intrigued by the book's public exploration 
of this often-taboo lifestyle. Some found the 
book offensive. Some found the book empow- 
ering. Some were glad that the book was able 
to bring such a misunderstood culture into the 
mainstream public. 

Understandably, the book excited the dor- 
mant sexualities of middle-aged housewives 
everywhere. Bedroom routines grow old, and 
idea of “spicing up” one’s sex life is not new, 
spurring couples to try anything from whipped 


cream to role-play to re-inspire their tepid sex 
lives. But most people do not delve into the 
territory of BDSM, at least not beyond some 
handcuffs and a blindfold. This is often due to 
misconceptions surrounding the lifestyle, such 
as a misunderstanding of the consent or power 
dynamics involved. 

While BDSM is about control and power, 
a safe and consensual BDSM relationship is 
based primarily upon two things: trust and 
equality. The thing is, in a proper BDSM re- 
lationship the submissive actually holds all of 
the power. This may initially seem counter- 
intuitive, but because these relationships are 
established for the excitement and pleasure 
of both parties, play ends as soon as someone 
raises an objection. As such, a “no” from the 
submissive is a killswitch. Everything stops. 
While the point of the relationship is for the 
dominant to exercise control over the submis- 
sive, that control has to be voluntarily and con- 
sensually given. The partners must have equal 
weight in the relationship, or else the power 
dynamic does not work. 

Anastasia and Christian’s relationship is the 
antithesis of this model. Their relationship 
may outwardly seem like a BDSM relationship, 


but it is actually nothing if not the opposite. Chris- 
tian wields all of the power, but this power was taken 
not given because Ana never had any power to give. 
They start on completely unequal footing. Christian 
is experienced in the lifestyle and knows exactly what 
he wants and plans to get the whole time. Ana, how- 
ever, is naive and virginal with no idea of what is ex- 
pected of her. Instead of educating Ana or allowing 
her to explore her own interests, Christian pressures 
her into conforming to his wants and desires by flat- 
tering her and toying with her infatuation with him. 
Christian’s behavior is purely manipulative. He con- 
trols the foods she eats, forces her to work out, and 
even literally buys out the company she works for to 
make sure she’s “safe.” He goes as far as to stalk her, 
first to her school and then across the country when 
she goes out with her friends without his permission. 
This is textbook abusive behavior, trying to strip An- 
astasia’s control over her own life. 

Other than misrepresenting the reality of BDSM 
relationships, the distorted, inaccurate view of 
BDSM activities that the book portrays is not only 
misleading, it’s downright dangerous. Many activi- 
ties practiced in BDSM are risky and as such require 
research and training to practice in a safe manner: 
for example, there are techniques involved in chok- 
ing, slapping or bondage that reduce risk of injury 


for the submissive which dominants take the time to 
learn to create the lowest-possible risk situations for 
their partner. 

On the surface, Christian and Ana’s relationship 
could be confused for a consensual BDSM relation- 
ship, but on inspection it throws just about every 
flag signaling abuse. The BDSM lifestyle is already 
poorly understood by the masses. It may seem that 
the book does good by shedding some light on the 
lifestyle and what it entails. But Fifty Shades of Grey 
does not ameliorate that misunderstanding; rather, it 
exacerbates it. 

Fifly Shades of Grey is not sexy. Fifty Shades of Grey 
glorifies abuse. 

Fifty Shades of Grey might just be the worst love story 
since Twilight. 
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PORNOGRAPHY, NICKNAMED PORN, IS ARGUABLY 
ONE OF THE SOLE REASONS WHY THE INTERNET WAS 
INITIALLY INVENTED. Presumably I would say one 
in two Google search results are probably porn 
related. Factually in 2010 out of the million 
most trafficked sites in the world 42,337 of 
them had something to do with sex. This 
digest of explicit sexual expression is force fed 
to the masses while remaining its essence of 


BY GENISE DEAL 


anathema. Those naughty books kept in а box 
under dad’s bed, that cable channel you have 
to be 18 years or older to buy, those Reddit 
sites that you can’t un see, that thing you’re 


You know...porn a sudden whisper into our 
vernacular. Usually by the end of puberty 


we are curious, we investigate, and we find 


A true model product of consumer culture that 


dispenses a plethora of pains and pleasure to 
whatever poison you choose. 

I remember watching a documentary of an 
alternative porn film festival in Boston that 
premiered on HBO, while I was pretending to 
study. It was the beginning of my freshman 
year in high school. Naturally during these 
angst stages I wore JNCOs and discovered 


à 


probably going to be watching later tonight. 


ourselves discovering porn or late night HBO. 


the band Black Lung, so when the opening 


credits displayed women in latex corsets, men 
wearing leather harnesses and gimp mask my 
curiosity inflamed. One film depicted a live 
animation narraüng the erotica of gummy 
bears; another filn was a story about two 
couples that loved having sex with enormous 
balloons in each other's company. This festival 
was right up my alley and challenged the way 
I thought about sex and sexuality for years to 
come. The scope of these films fulfilled the 
expectation that our 21st century imaginations 
have procured sexual activity in a way that 
would make the author of the Karma Sutra 
blush. But even with all this access to infinite 
capabilities instantly we the consumer are 
bombarded with the typical heteronormative 
narrative reinforcing our prevailing loyalty to 
patriarchy and the female gender submissive 
role dehumanizing the sensuality women 
play in heteronormative and homonormative 
sex, while also defining them as the central 
administer of male pleasure. 

The archetypal porn narrative usually starts 
off with a woman fortuitously wet on the side 
of the road wearing booty shorts and platform 
high heels giving a man possibly old enough to 
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be her grandfather a blow job for no apparent reason 
other than he has nice shoes while all of the sudden 
five of his friends get out of the car and this sexual 
excursion escalates pass the point of enjoyment. 
Guilt and possible shame is felt for semi enjoying 
this satirical exhibit of human sexuality. Because it 
wasn’t ALL bad right? Kind of like date rape, “at 
least we had a good dinner.” NO we can do better. 
We the consumer have been misinformed about sex 
and the role women play in sexuality reinforcing a 
culmination of violent objectification degrading 
sexuality which is damages our cultural perception 
of sex in general. 

Real sex is nothing like porn and if making sex 
like a porno is your end goal you’re probably going 
to hurt yourself. Porn is the bad reality television of 
sex. Titles are usually short and sweet, indicating a 
racially offensive theme while objectifying women 
solely based on appearance. Examples of such can be 
found on the forefront of pornhub.com: black women 
become “Ebony Cutie Big Booty”, white women 
become “Blonde whore loves rough sex”, “Redhead 
facialed and F@#$”, “Banging Brunette blumpkin”, 
Asian women “Tiny Asian tits vs octopus” Hispanic 
“Sexy Latina loves cock” dictating a distorted and 
sometimes abusive approach to human sexuality. 
The sexual exchange this porn implores is just as 
inclusive as the titles as in it’s not at all inclusive. If 
you subscribe to this type of porn every week while 
considering yourself, an inclusive, progressive, non- 
prejudice human being of the 21st century, well then 
you are doing it wrong. But don’t you fret; m not 
saying you should stop watching porn. In fact just 
slowly dive into your keyboard or touch screen and 
deeply penetrate the www for better content. 
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To dismantle the traditional demoralizing 
principles of porn that fail to render women as equal 
beneficiaries of sex, creative female interpretation 
of porn needs to be more prevalent in predominant 
consumption. The equal expression of sexuality 
should be more accessible than the fallacy of the 
clout male iteration of porn. In a proliferated 
world with liberated sexual expression and neutral 
power dynamics porn has the potential to arouse 
us for pleasure apart from the bitter acceptance 
of objectification. The amateur film festivals and 
many other sites such as X-art.com challenge the 


mainstream commodification of sexual expression. 


Making it possible to enjoy watching a woman sit on 
a man’s face or a woman on a woman’s and still call 
yourself a feminist. 


Our imagination can do better than Brazzers. 


Pornography is equivalent in cultural functionality 
as much as any other artistic platform that has 
a discourse happening. Our discourse in porn is 
limited because the majority of it is produced and 
directed by sectarian men whose chauvinist mentality 
dictates the industry, a vehicle likely to teach us how 
to have sex completely fabricates the true essence 
of its experience. Porn can be made more inclusive 
by taking woman out of the violent gang bangs and 
POV’s and into the discourse off camera. The porn 
industry has survived since the 15th century, thrived 
after the printing press was invented and is now 


available in an app developed on handheld devices. 


It’s about time our cognitive evolution catches up 
with our technical advances. Because if you’re going 
to watch porn anyway it might as well be close to real 
sex however you define that. Get off without getting 


offended. @ 
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A GRAMMY OL TIME 


WORDS BY MATTHEW TOMASELLO 
ILLUSTRATION BY KEVIN GRZEJKA 
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1. The event begins with celebrities walking 
down the red carpet, except instead of dresses 
and tuxedos, they’re wearing army fatigues. 
I don’t see anyone I recognize except Ewan 
McGregor. I then realize that Pm standing in 
a Best Buy watching Black Hawk Down on a 
curved television. I watch a few more minutes, 
then run to my car. 


2. I get to the Grammy’s just as the actual 
celebrities are walking down the actual red 
carpet. The first musician I see is Sam Smith. 
I tell him I like his song that’s always on the 
radio. He laughs and says he’ll be singing it 
tonight. A silence ensues, during which we 
realize we have no other mutual points of 
interest to talk about. We both move on. 


3. We go into the theater and take our seats. 
I'm sitting next to Kanye West. We talk and 
compare lives, both deciding that his 1s better. 
He 1s very polite and lets me finish all of my 
sentences. 


4. Marilyn Manson is sitting across the theater. 
He won't stop staring at me. I am overcome 
with fear. 


5. The show begins to massive applause. 
Beyoncé opens with a magic trick in which she 
pulls a string of multi-colored handkerchiefs 
from her throat. She is then presented with the 
Grammy for Best Impersonation of a Seagull. 
Kanye West claps respectfully. 


MUSIC 


I wasn’t able to watch this year’s recent Grammy Awards, which upset me 
greatly since I'm a big music fan. So to make it up to myself, I decided 
to create a scenario where I actually got to go to the show and have the 
experience of a lifetime. Since I didn't watch the awards, I don't know what 
actually happened. This 1s how I imagine my night would have gone: 


6. 'The next award presented goes to Pitbull, 
for Highest Top Score in Star Fox 64. He cries 
during his acceptance speech. The video of 
Beyonce's handkerchief performance has now 
gone viral. 


7. Marilyn Manson will not stop staring at 
me. I don’t know what to do. Kanye West 
puts a comforting hand on my shoulder and 
encourages me to not let it bother me. 


8. Ewan McGregor walks by in army fatigues. 
Onstage, The Black Eyed Peas are performing 
their new song titled, “I Poured Sulfuric Acid 
in Grandpa’s Gas Tank." 


9. Next, Fox McCloud is awarded the 
Wilkinson Prize for Numerical Software. This 
year’s Grammy awards are great. 


10. A holographic Spongebob comes on stage 
to promote the new movie. He and Jay-Z 
perform “Holy Grail” together. 


11. The final award is given to The Black 
Eyed Peas for Best Use of Industrial Strength 
Solvent. 


12. After the show, Kanye West and I get 
Chinese food together. Marilyn Manson 
comes into the restaurant and asks if he can 
sit with us. Of course he can—I’m no longer 
afraid. The night ends with us all getting egg 
drop soup and adding each other on Facebook. 
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MOSHPITS 


BY HARESH KAPADIA 


THE GOOD: 


WHEN YOU FALL IN THE PIT AND 
SOMEONE HELPS YOU UP. 

Leave no fellow mosher 
behind, plain and simple. 
Rescue them from a potential 
injury by getting them back 
on their feet. 

CIRCLE PITS/WALL OF DEATHS... 
WHEN THEY ARE SUCCESSFUL. 
When I say successful, I 
mean when you go home 
aching everywhere. This isn’t 
leaving, needing to go to the 
hospital. 

WHEN PEOPLE HELP YOU CROWD 
SURF ALL THE WAY TO THE FRONT. 
It is extremely hard to crowd 
surf without someone to 
boost you up above everyone 
else. 

THE HERO IN THE BANANA SUIT. 
There’s always that one guy 
at every show who will show 
up in that banana suit. Hell, 
it’s probably the same guy 
every time. Sounds like my 
dream job. 

MAKING NEW FRIENDS IN THE PIT. 
This is where you will meet 
new concert buddies and 
maybe even your next date. 
Just be sure to enjoy moshing 
when the bands are playing 
and talk to people between 
sets. 
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Moshing is an essential part of heavy metal 
and hardcore concerts. It helps to know what 
you're in for when you go to see some heavier 


bands. 


THE BAD: 


GETTING DROPPED WHILE CROWD 
SURFING. 

Crowd surfing is great. Fall- 
ing down and hitting your 
head however, is not. Where 
are the bouncers when you 
need them? 

GETTING PUNCHED OR KICKED IN 
THE FACE. 

Seriously, if I wanted to get 
a bruised nose, Га get on an 
LX in the afternoon during 
the week. 

WHEN THE PIT IS COMPOSED 
ENTIRELY OF WEIGHT LIFTERS. 
It’s as if all the guys at your 
local gym decided to come 
beat the shit out of you. 
Farewell, my friend. 

PEOPLE IN V-NECKS HEADBANG- 
ING IN UNISON WHILE HUNCHED 
DOWN LIKE A CRAB. CRABCORE. 
Don't be those people. You 
know who you are. Sorry 
Attack! Attack! fans. 

THAT ONE GUY WHO BRINGS BEER 
INTO THE PIT... 

He won't be holding onto 
the beer for long. And he'll 
probably be too inebriated 
to realize what's going on. 


THE UGLY: 


L. 


...AND SPILLS IT ON YOU. 
Thanks for ruining my 
favorite Cannibal Corpse 
shirt, you jerk. We knew this 
would happen the moment 
you stepped into the pit with 
your tall glass of Budweiser. 
BEING CAUGHT IN BETWEEN TWO 
SHIRTLESS, SWEATY GUYS IN THE 
PIT. 

It’s even worse when they’re 
hairy and not wearing 
deodorant. You'll definitely 
need a shower afterwards. 

A WALL OF DEATH AT ANY ACACIA 
STRAIN SHOW. 

If you ever get caught in 
one...run. Run for your life. 


Chances of survival are slim. 


FIGHTS IN THE MOSHPIT. 
Moshing isn’t intended to 
hurt anyone. Don’t be that 
guy who’s out to hurt oth- 
ers. Settle all disagreements 
outside of the pit. 

GETTING GROPED WHILE CROWD 
SURFING. 

We're here for some good 
music, not for creeps that 
you'd find at a sleazy club. 
The pit is all about respect. 


SHAY ШШ 


BY RADCLIFFE BENT II 


*this is not real life* 


New Brunswick is a town. Towns 


have houses. Houses have basements. 


Basements... have shows. Punk shows. 


Yes, punk rock did not die with President Ten, despite what the media will tell you. New Brunswick 
has been holding shows for decades and is at the forefront of the NJ DIY scene. DIY refers to “do- 
it-yourself” bands, meaning bands who do “it,” themselves. 


I sat down with Rob Romano, self-proclaimed “master of the scene,’ 


E 


and lead-singer of the 


sick band, Professor Caveman. I also sat down with the frontman of one of NB’s best-kept secrets: 


legendary band Rape Consent, who requested to be called *Niggy Tardust.” The pair told me, 


sometimes in a rather coarse manner, what “the scene” is, and isn’t. 


RADCLIFFE BENT: Why do you think David and 
John “don’t like” punk? 

ROB ROMANO: David and John? Give ‘em a kiss 
and a mouthful of semen—then see if they 
“don’t like punk.” 

RB: Is “the scene” racist? 

Uncle Tom: Uh...no suh. Dese boys is tuh 
kindhust ta’ me. 

RB: Why isn’t the scene homophobic? 

ROB: Well, we're all gay, for one— 

Niggy Tardust: Sucking dick is one of the most 
punk things Гуе ever done in my entire life. І 
didn't even like the guy. I'm not even gay. 

RB: Ants or anarchy? 

Rob: A Small Ant, Jergens, and An Illegal to 
clean up afterwards. 

RB: Could you explain that answer for some of 
our less “hip” readers? 


ROB: Antcore is a sub-genre of gayrock. 


Anarchore is another. A Small ant, Jergens, and 
An Illegal are my three favorite bands. All three 
are Antcore. Anarchore doesn't even have any 
bands. 

RB: So, Mr. Tardust, about your song, "Fuck 
the President, Fuck his Daughters": what was 


your inspiration? Have you actually "pinned the 
president," as they say? 

NT: You know what I saw written jon the wall 
in the waiüng room of the methadone clinic 
at the Target Greatland? “HANG OBAMA, 
AFTER BUSH." You know what I saw written 
on the wall of the last basement show? "HANG 
OBAMA, AFTER BUSH.” Does that answer 
your question? 

RB: What are your thoughts Оп savages 
(minorities) in the mosh pit? 

NT: I read the Negronomicon daily, buddy. I paint 
pentagrams of semen sucked straight from the 
snatches of sobbing virgins. T'he pit reminds me 
of the pit I wake up to everyday: America. Does 
that answer your question? 

RB: Which is filled with more pretense: a 
basement show, or a priest's sock drawer? 

ROB: The priest has one prick—a show's got at 
least twenty. 

RB: Is there any way you could actually enjoy a 
basement show? 


ROB: No. 


I thanked the two for their wisdom. They provided a level of insight, absent from less candid 


interviews. So, next time you think about going to a show, you'd best be drunk, deaf, or blind. Oth- 


erwise, stay indoors. @ 


MY BIG FAT WEDDING 


SOUNDTRACK 


BY SARAH BETH KAYE 


LIKE MOST BASIC WHITE CHICKS, I spend a solid 
amount of time planning my future wedding 
on Pinterest. Am I engaged? No. Am I practic- 
ing to be a wedding planner? No? Do I some- 
times imagine Joseph Gordon-Levitt showing 
up at my door saying, “Sarah Beth, forget the 
Dirty Jeerz. Come on my private jet with me 
and we'll marry overlooking the ocean in my 
mansion"? Only occasionally. 

The point is, I spend enough time planning 
my wedding that I feel like a good 


with my boyfriend of two years we were listen- 
ing to “Ignition Remix” by А. Kelly. Not a good 
first dance pick. 

Look, a first dance song, and your wedding 
for that matter, isn’t just for your partner and 
you. If it were, my Jewish elderly aunts would 
stop asking me when they need to clear their 
calendars. You should pick something that 
your family and guests can enjoy. 

Some alternative suggestions: “I Dont 

Want to Miss A Thing” by Aerosmith, 


judge of what is tacky. And wedding ELVIS PRESLEY 7h “At Last” by Etta James, “Can't Help 


songs? They’re only getting tackier. 
Now let me be upfront about the 

tacky shit I do: Гуе already men- 

tioned my penchant for reality ТУ, 


I paint my nails neon pink and click 


them on my desk, and for roughly 21 
years I have been part of a family that takes 
two free samples at a time from Costco. 

But even I, the Princess of popping my gum 
in the library, would never use “You and Me” 
by Lifehouse as my wedding song. 

I attended a wedding as a +1 a few months 
back. While I was looking forward toward 
an uncomfortable amount of *when will you 
two tie the knot?", I was more focused on the 
open bar than anything else. Until Lifehouse 
barraged my eardrums. The happy couple 
actually expected us all to ooh and aww over 
their special love connection moment without 
acknowledging the fact that they picked Mickel- 
back’s shittier short-lived cousin to express their 
undying bond. 

Maybe “You and Me” has a special rel- 
evance for them as a couple? That’s a good of 
a reason to choose a wedding song as anything, 
right? Then again, the first time I made out 
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Falling in Love” by Elvis Presley, and 
if you want to be indie you can try 
“First Day of My Life” by Bright Eyes 

ў ог “Such Great Heights" by The Post- 
al Service. 

But then again, maybe you 
shouldn't. As much as Im a public advocate 
against tacky shit, it is the couple’s wedding 
and not anyone elses. 

So, I guess like anything else in life, people 
should probably just do what makes them 
happy. Even if that’s playing the tackiest, most 
douchey, middle school dance fanfare song of 
the early 2000’s as their wedding song. @ 


JON'T WANT TO MISS A THIN 


In theor 


supposed to assimilate itself wi 


content just enough so that it doesn’t 


front the movie, but possesses the abilit 


to carry dramatic or important scenes. 


Sometimes, when I return home after seeing a movie, 
the soundtrack resonates within my mind more than 
the film itself—it’s almost as if the tone was more 
compelling than its substance. There exists rare 
instances though, where both the content and the 
soundtrack of a movie are absolutely killer—so killer 
in fact, that I would download the soundtrack on 


BY IAN BARBOUR 


my iPod and listen to it again and again. Regarding 
2014, there are two of those movies and their respec- 
tive soundtracks that come to mind: “The Grand Bu- 
dapest Hotel,” and “Gone Girl.” 

Though the two soundtracks couldn’t be more 
polarized, the uniting factor between them is their 
ability to effectively carry a number of scenes. Both 
soundtracks are compelling to the point where I am 
able to clearly recall how I felt during scenes in which 
parts of the soundtrack were initially heard. 


OTS OCCASIONS 


Exotically composed by Alexandre Desplat, “Bu- 
dapest” delivers an adventurous soundtrack to pair 
with director Wes Anderson’s imaginative world. 
Its a movie that demands a bubbly, whimsical, and 
unique sound, and that is exactly what listeners 
receive. I could recall on a whim the sound of the 
organ that played during Dmitri’s sinister strut, as 
he targeted Agatha. I remember when Zero’s theme 
was played as his training montage with Gustave 
began. The sounds of the lute grace the listener’s 
ears across a number of tracks, just as the hotel it- 
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self graces its guests with comfort and prestige. The 
creativity of the soundtrack never fails to make life 
entertaining. 


On the other side of the musical spectrum, if you 
want dramatic, download Trent Reznor and Atticus 
Ross’s “Gone Girl” soundtrack. I, for one, absolute- 
ly love the work they do at this point in time and 
they are my favorite composers. While the sounds 
on “The Social Network” resembled a Nine Inch 
Nails album and “The Girl with the Dragon Tat- 


x 


too’s” sounds conveyed absolute darkness, the sound 
that “Gone Girl” creates is more appropriately open 
ended. I couldn’t praise the two enough—the team 
of Reznor and Ross successfully elevated this mur- 
der mystery/marriage dynamic film from great to 
amazing, both sonically and contextually. The sheer 
power that the “Gone Girl” soundtrack contrives ei- 
ther sends chills up your spine with it’s tone setting 
ambience, or shocks you with it’s beatdown of elec- 
tric pulses (ala the Desi scene). When we think of fa- 
mous soundtracks, the mind immediately gravitates 
to grand orchestras that play their grand scores and 
dictate musical interpretation, but the minimal style 
of Reznor and Ross’s “Gone Girl” soundtrack delib- 
erately creates an uncertainty, leaving the listener’s 
thoughts in a sort of aesthetic limbo. To me, that 
alone makes it truly stand amongst its peers. @ 
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Forgo trying to find an ax and settle on 
finding a ТУ. You do own a ТУ but you're 


using that one, so search the streets: some- 


one has a TV in their basement that they'll 


never use again. 


WORDS BY SAM SHOPP 
ILLUSTRATION BY KEVIN GRZEJKA 


STEP 3. Ask your frie 
for an ax. Promise the 
that if they lend you t 
ax you will let them he 
smash your T V, but ma 
sure you do most of t 
work yourself. Do not 
others completely sma 
your ТУ for you. T 
wil cause you to ld 
your sense of self. ‘Ta 
you, your friend, ус 
3 and your ax to 

y parking lot whe 


ops can’t find you 
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STEP 4. When you get to the parking lot, step out of your car and place your ТУ securely on the ground at a safe distance 
from your car and others. 


STEP 5. Hold your ax firmly towards the bottom to be sure that you have full control over it so you can take the most 
efficient swing possible. Grip the wooden handle and squeeze your skinny white-fleshed palm around its splinters, and 
with your meager arms whip the metal wedge of the ax into the elliptical mirror tube of the 18-year-old piece-of-shit TV. 


STEP 6. Catch magnesium sparks and glitter glass in your eye and give the ax to your equally skinny, equally white friend 
to take a swing while you rub shards out of your eyes. 


STEP 7. When you've stopped the bleeding, take the ax back from your friend. At this stage, it 1s essential not to let anyone 
besides yourself touch your TV, your ax, or your insides. This 1s your formative stage. So take another swing. Repeat ad 
nauseam. 


STEP 8. Take a step back to give yourself space to think about your decisions. Someone is going to have to clean all of this 
up, so be prepared to be afraid of the mess you’ve made. You might not like what you have, once you’ve smashed it. Be 
prepared to regret your decision to smash this TV in the first place. Consider your progress. Do you feel any better? If you feel 
better, dismiss the following and drive home now. If you do not feel better, (you will not feel better) continue as instructed. 
Consider why you do not feel better. Consider why you have an ax in your hand at all. What are you missing? Was the TV 
not enough for you? Consider these questions. 


STEP 9. Now look at your friend. Choke up on the ax. Tighten your fingers, and take a step forward. 


STEP 10. Now look at your friend again. Relax your grip on the ax. Your friend’s breathing patterns are hitching irregularly 
on his/her own blood. Decide you do not like that noise and repeat Step 8. 


STEP 11. Ax above your head, breathe heavy, in and out. This is hard. Your lungs can’t handle it and your triceps are 
stretched, but bring the ax back down powerfully. Crunchsquish. Drip drip. Please keep chopping. Please, please, I just want 
you to feel better. Keep chopping please. Please, keep fucking CHOPPING with that AX, this is what you wanted, this is... 


STEP 12. Well now the dead trees will look like brains, and when you decide your bloodlust can't be sated by living flesh, 
start to chop down the stem and chop and hew and in maybe two or three hours the sun will start to come up and cerebral 
tree tendrils will wobble and crash into a snowbank and bleed the sunrise all over the snow and you will feel a little sick 
so look away from the snow, look away from the brain tree, look away from the sunrise, sit down by your friend who's still 
struggling to catch their breath in the gravel of the parking lot, and pat your friend’s cheek and tell them it will all be okay 
(even though you drove an ax through their rib cage and lungs) and that it’s all over now and that you’re pretty sure you 
got all the TV and there's no more TV and there's no more TV, and you're a good person and everything is okay now 
and you're okay, everything is okay, you're going to be okay, you're doing everything you can. Are you working hard? Do 
you feel any fucking better? You're working hard, that's all you can do, that's all you can do, that's all you can do, that's all 
you can do, that's all, that's all, that's all folks. 


STEP 13. When you finally go home, tell your parents you had a lovely night out. Sit down at the dinner table and eat what 
your father or mother put on the table. “This is delicious, thank you.” Celebrate your hard work with a glass of lemonade 
at dinner. Request permission to be excused. Your mother and father are so proud of you. Everyone will be so proud of 
you, once you've smashed your first T'V. 
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‘The monotonous lull огей! ayer 
timeworn tracks had me drifting off, 
dreaming of the reassurance I would find 
in my grandmother's со@КШо) 


the comfort of her crowd@eds yellow katchén. 


I had never been inside of 

Penn Station before, ang 

waiting outside in a 

tired maroon Pontiac I fever would have io unc 
were my erandparents, 

checking their watches and tapping their fingers, 
still uncomfortable with the idea 

that their granddaughter was 


old enough to be in college, 


let alone old enough to be taking Wesa 


A 45-mile-per-hour ride 
and 15 minutes later 


I was not quite home, 


I was close enough. 
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BY MADELINE PADNER 
PHOTOS BY MARILYN SANCHEZ 


Meet me in the corner, two 


tone-deaf snake eyes slow and 
wild with sleep-heavy sleeves and 
kneaded glass-blown lips, I'm 
licking tunes off the back of 

slips of pierced lobes, I'm nobody's 
date to this timeless art piece, this 
fleece Jacket sugarcoats the 

limp throats left on sweat-heated 
bodies, the lights drip oil on 

my forehead anoint me as 

priestess of the flood I'm swept 
into, elbows kiss my eyes try to 
braid my hair into their tresses con- 
fess the love lost to the drop of 
their thumbs hum sing breathe the 
same broken breath you swear you 
were born into, the dual-lung 
technique of childbirth that a 
week later leads you to find 

bruises on your rib cage (brown 
with age) and searing into you that 
same sense of stale star-grown sunset. 
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BY ALEX ARBEITEL 
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RR: DID YOU ALL START OFF DOING POLITICAL SATIRE? OR DID YOU FIND 
YOURSELVES HAVING TO CATER TO THE MASSES? 


JON HODGMAN: I was a fan of The Daily Show for years, before the very unlikely event of my being a part of 
The Daily Show. I had written a book of fake trivia: which was profoundly un-political, absurdist humor. 
Now, as a fan of The Daily Show, I loved watching political humor, and—going through the catharsis of 
what most fans go through—seeing big issues attacked with honesty. And it never occurred to me to try 
to do that, until they asked me, and I said yes, obviously. And so I had to learn to engage myself in that 
form of comedy. Because mostly, before that, whenever I thought about politics, particularly in those 
days, in 2006, I would just get enraged. It was very hard to be funny. So I learned through the show — out 
of necessity, how to be funny with politics. 

JK: As a comedian I was doing a lot of sketch comedy and improv comedy, in Chicago. It was satirical 


Although Jon Stewart did not make an appearance, his costars and comedic 
writer did. Travon Free, a writer for The Daily Show, Jon Hodgman, and Jordan 
Klepper, The Daily Show correspondents, sat in a line behind a rectangular 


and political, in most of its function. But I also did a lot of social satire—dealing with social conventions. 
I was a fan of The Daily Show, before getting involved with it. But in the comedic realm, I had dealt with 
many topics, not specifically politics. But what’s great about the show is you kind of get thrown right into 
the ring with it all. You really improve yourself. 

TF: I was a fan of The Daily Show since I was eighteen. I loved politics but wasn’t doing so much of it, in 


table, calmly dipping their veggie snacks in the hummus. 


my comedy until later. Simply because, no one’s going to listen to a nineteen-year old kid talk about 


EVERYTHING 
BUT JON 


WRITTEN BY OLYMPIA CHRISTOFINIS 
TRANSCRIBED LAURA CURRY & RADCLIFFE BENT II 
PHOTO BY MARKUS ROBINSON 
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RR: HOW DID YOU EACH GET INVOLVED WITH YOUR 
RESPECTIVE PROFESSIONS? | MEAN I KNEW YOU 
GUYS TALKED ABOUT IT, HOW YOU GOT INTO IT, BUT IF 
YOU DON'T MIND... 


TRAVON FREE: I got into comedy mostly for a career through college. I 
took writing classes and started doing stand-up in college and I met a 
leprechaun who told me if— 

JOHN HODGMAN: That’s a little racist. 

TF: That's who he was. He said, “I’m a leprechaun, I can make your 
dreams come true” — 

JH: You just have to murder one person. Decide who it’s gonna be—he’s 
waiting. (laughs) 

TF: and I’m successful now because of it. 

JORDAN KLEPPER: You were an athlete. 

TF: I was a Division One basketball athlete in college and hurt my knee. 
JH: Is that when you decided to be funny or were you always funny? 

TF: I was always funny, but that’s when I decided “Oh I have to do it for 
money now.” 

JH: Yeah, was that hard for you to transition? 

TF: A little bit early on, yeah. But once I started it got easier. 

JH: Which is better? If you could be an athlete and not be funny 
anymore, or would you be funny and what you are now, a non-athlete? 
TF: Professionally funny people kind of—they get laid, but not as much 
as athletes. So the checks are big, Maybe, I don’t know, it’s tough. Non- 
funny athletes. 


politics. 


RR: TRAVON, YOU POSSESS A VERY CUTTING BRAND 
OF COMEDY, WHICH YOU’VE DESCRIBED BEFORE AS 
“TRUTH WITH A SLIGHTLY SILLY EDGE.” HOW WOULD 
YOU SAY YOUR EXPERIENCE AS A PERSON-OF-COLOR, 
AND A LGBTQ IDENTIFIER, HAS ALLOWED YOU AN 
UNREPRESENTED ANGLE, TO CRITICIZE, AND THEREBY, 
SATIRIZE SOCIETY? 


TF: Sure, I think so, I have experiences that the vast majority of people 
don't — especially, in this industry. There аге a very limited amount of 
people-of-color, in comedy, and in most shows in general. You’re either 
Shonda Rhimes; Tyler Perry; or the one person of color on a writing 
staff. It’s unfortunate, I wish there were more, but I feel comfortable 
surrounded by white people, everyday. (To co-workers) You guys are 
cool, you guys are good people. 

JH: What’s your name again? 

TF: Uh, Jimmy 

JK: You work at the show? 

ТЕ: Fm security... I just submit jokes every once and while. 

TF: But to return to the question: It feels good to represent such a large 
spectrum of experiences and ideas. I take pride in the fact that I bring 
something to arena that nobody else does. 

JH: The room is made better for it, dramatically, as well. Comedy is 
usually dominated by caucasian, Ivy-league people, like me. And 
comedy...well, it’s probably the most important American experience 
one can have. I’m joking. But it’s not the only one. 


RR: DO YOU THINK THERE’S A 
SOLUTION TO HOW WE CAN BETTER 
REPRESENT MINORITIES, ON-AND- 
OFF-SCREEN? 


TF: If we increase the awareness of the career 
opportunities that can be had. I didn’t know 
until college that TV writing was a possibility. 
No one in my high-school was pushing that 
you can write for television or movies. In inner- 
city schools they don’t have the resources, as it 
is. They don’t even have textbooks, let alone 
the initiative to tell you about writing movies. 
It’s the hurdle of getting the books and 
resources so kids can learn about these things. 
NBC has a program where they let kids know 
about these opportunities. It’s about letting 
kids know that they can be more than just 
athletes and rappers. These kids are in terrible 
neighborhoods, and want to get themselves 
and their families out. Letting them know that 


there are different avenues to do so is essential. Q 
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THE PRINGESS AS THE PAWN 


BY LASHAE HORNE 


FOR MOST YOUNG GIRLS IN WESTERN CIVILIZATION, 
Disney Princesses are role models. Disney Prin- 
cesses are the ideal form of beauty, grace, in- 
telligence, and attitude. It has been more than 
80 years since the premiere of Snow White and 
the Seven Dwarfs, where we got our first princess, 
and since then Disney has produced twelve oth- 
er royal ladies to inspire young girls. Although 
these characters each have the appearance of 
elegance and perfection, this isn’t always the 
case. These princesses tend to be flawed; they 
make mistakes and foolish choices. The plots 
are orchestrated in a way that use and manipu- 
late people. Is it appropriate for young, impres- 
sionable minds to cling to these characters and 
movies that inadvertently send bad messages? 
Should our nostalgia for Disney films remain 
shrouded in a fog of childhood when we didn’t 
look too hard at things? 

This year Disney is releasing a live-action 
version of Cinderella. Hopefully, they will cor- 
rect the of the faults of the animated original. 
In the original, Cinderella sneaks off to the 
ball, to which her evil stepmother and stepsis- 
ters don’t want her to go, with the assistance 
of her fairy godmother. At the ball she meets 
the prince, but runs away before telling him her 
name. The reason the ball is being held is be- 
cause the king desperately wants grandchildren 
and hopes the prince will find his future wife 
at the event. When Cinderella runs away from 
the prince, the king is furious and orders the 
grand duke to stop her at all costs. When she 
evades the guards, the king proclaims that any 
maiden who fits the glass slipper which Cinder- 
ella left behind will marry the prince, regard- 
less of whether it is actually Cinderella. On the 


38 THE RUTGERS REVIEW 


hunt to find this girl, the prince makes no effort 
to find the right person. He doesn’t accompany 
the grand duke when he goes around trying the 
shoe on girls and isn’t present when Cinderella 
is found. The prince and Cinderella are pawns 
in the king’s scheme to carry on his genetic line. 
Cinderella herself exhibits very few personality 
and behavioral traits. She is kind to the animals 
and she seems to be a good dancer. 

Other Disney princesses of that era are in- 
volved in similar situations. Snow White is driv- 
en from her home, and is almost killed, because 
her stepmother is jealous of her beauty. She 
makes friends with some woodland creatures 
who take her to the dwarves’ cottage. There, 
she befriends the dwarves who welcome her 
into their home and into their lives. The queen 
then finds her and poisons her. The dwarves 
give her a clear, above ground coffin, because 
they believe she is too pretty to be buried under- 
ground. Soon, a prince comes by, kisses her life- 
less body, and marries her. All we know about 
Snow White is that she is pretty, kind, and a 
good singer. 

Sleeping Beauty faces the same issues. Baby 
Aurora is cursed, so she is given a new identity 
and is raised by fairies in the forest. Sixteen 
years later, she meets a guy she really likes, but 
is told she is al- 
ready betrothed 
to someone else. 
She goes back 
to the castle 
where the curse 
Is enacted. A 
huge battle en- 
sues while she is 


sleeping and then she is awakened by a kiss from her be- 
trothed, who turns out to be the cute guy she met in the for- 
est. These movies tell stories of events that happen to these 
princesses, but they have no control over their own lives. 
These princesses have no control over their own fates. 
Their wants are completely disregarded. They make no 
choices that propel the story forward or reveal their charac- 
ter. Instead, they display the same traits: pretty, kind, good 
dancer, good singer. They have no depth and do not truly 
reflect a realistic view of how girls really act. Perhaps these 
movies are simply products of the time. Snow White and the 
Seven Dwarfs, Cinderella, and Sleeping Beauty were released be- 
tween 1937 and 1959, a period during which our country's 
history was wrought with war and fear. The ideal standard 
was the “American Dream" and a quiet life where no one 
stirred up trouble. At the time, women were not allowed 
to have strong voices and opinions and they were taught 
to live up to the expectations of society and of the men 
who rule. These original Disney princesses exude grace 
and beauty, but are subjected to the whims of others and 
must suffer through the consequences that affect their lives. 
Last year, Frozen received a lot of acclaim and praise, not 
only for its production value, but also for its characters and 
plot. Audiences were enthralled by the story of Anna and 
her sister Elsa expressing familial love for each other and 
their rejection of the traditional Disney romance tropes, 
where a young girl falls in love with a stranger. This is a 
wonderful message for children, but perhaps not the best 
example. Elsa struggles with her identity and the abilities 
she possesses. Throughout the course of the plot, she al- 
most kills Anna, not once, but twice! In Elsa’s quest for soli- 
tude, she creates an abominable snowman to get rid of her 
sister. She submits her country to an unseasonable blizzard, 
which she makes no effort to rectify once she is aware of 
this fact. Forgiveness and sisterly love are all well and good, 
but that doesn’t mean you should forget how insensitive 
and cowardly Elsa acted. Anna didn’t try to kill anyone, but 
she is culpable for some foolish choices. She was so excited 
about meeting new people and the possibility of falling in 
love, she didn’t think about the ramifications of wedding a 
stranger or putting that stranger in charge of her country 
during her absence. This movie isn’t perfect, but it is won- 
derful. The only hitch I have is with the droves of people 
who saw this film and 
then proclaimed the 
plot to be so innova- 
tive and progressive 
for focusing on famil- 
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ial love. Mulan came out 
in 1998, fifteen years be- 
fore Frozen. 

Guess what! In that 
movie, the titular char- 
acter joins the army ille- 
gally to save her disabled 
father and, in doing so, 
saves all of China! She 
risked her life for her 
family, her friends, and 
her country Нег ac- 
tions were noble and 
selfless. Mulan was a 
proponent of the idea 
that women could be so 
much more than wives 
who did whatever men 
wanted them to do. She 
showed strength in her 
convictions. She didn’t 


accidentally kill anyone. 
She didn’t try to marry a 
stranger. And she didn’t 
let her romantic feel- 
ings cloud her judgment 
or get in the way of her 
overall goals. Modern 
role models need to ex- 
hibit characteristics that 
young girls and boys can 
see and understand so 
they may emulate them. 


Disney princesses are accessible to millions all around 
the world and as a result they heavily influence many cul- 
tures. Little girls have been asking for The Little Mermaid 
themed parties and Aladdin themed room décor for decades. 
The princesses in these films provide a standard for chil- 
dren to which they become attached. Some might say that 
these are simply children’s movies and that you shouldn’t 
read too much into them. The idea of complacency starts 
off simple, but then buds into something worse: ignorance. 
It won't hurt to take a second look at the movies and media 
with which we grew up and examine the manner in which 
they impact and influence our adulthood. Our memories 
will stay intact, but at the same time we can understand the 
past, raise our expectations for the future, and set better 
examples for children in the media. © 
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